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JOB WORK.
We e prepured to execute, vpon the
shortest notice, in (he newtest manner snd on

1he cheapest terme, o1l kinds of Plain and
Fawcy JOB FRINTING, such &s
Handbills, EBlanks, Briefe.
Cards, Tickeds, Prigramwmcs,
Circulara,  Posters,  Checha,
Bill Heads, Labels, Horse Billa,

§e., Ge., deo

orw ectfully solicit the printio
yatronage :f r:l]: Demognth: friends, snd lﬁ
'sthers 10quiricg work, in Vinton county.

Ageats for the “Nedrthur Democrsl.”

per, in Vinten County. Ohle,

Peyrox Cox, Hamden Furuace.
W Tavran, M. Pleasant.

Ino, Cranx, 8r., Harrison Township.
J. Brosm, ' Bloers Store,

J. G, Wilkesville,

Apam Lyww, Bwan,

J. Eavex Kaox,

EUSINESS DIRECTORY

FOR YINTON COUNTY, OHIO

B. P, HEWITT, Judge of Probate Court
W.L. EDMISTON,Clerk Com. Plens Court
B. F. BINGHAM,Prosecnting Attoroey.
Wu, TISUE, Sheriff,

JOBEPH MAGEE, Auditor,

H. PAYNE, Treasurer,

JAMES MALONE, Recorder.

NELSON RICHMOND, Surveyor,
@RO, ULLOM, Coroner.

* County Commissioners,
J.DOWD, J: RINNEY, & JUHN SWAIM,
School Exsminers,

.a L EUNNING. G. w. b“UCKEY and
E. A, BRATTON,

IRON FURNACES,
With their Post Ofice Adresses,
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Cincinwar: Fouxacs, Westfall, Stew-

srt ¢ Co. Manufactorers of the best
quality of Pig Iron. Hsmden, Reeds
M9 P, O,

Eaorr Fuasacs, Stapley, Bentley &
Co. Msnufscturers of the best quality
of Piglron. Esgle Post Office,

Vistox Foswace, Menns, Clark & Co.

Manufscturers of best quality of Pig
lron, Vinton Furnece Post Office.

Hannen Fussacs, Frazee, Terr & Co.
Reed's Mill Post Ofhice,

Bio Sawp Fusxacs, Bartlett, Dane ¢
Co., Munufacturers of the best quulity
of Piglron. Post Office st Athens, 0.:

Merciants oF VINTON, WHO ARE
Dealers in Dry Goods Hardware, Quesnswate, Boots,
Stoes, Grooerles, ote. |

McArtuun.—Jobn 8, Hawk, J. l\.i— D
Will, Tomlineon & Co,, Owen Dowd, K. A
Bratton, J. & E. Dodge, Shudes & Heynolds,

Hayuvex.—Fenj. Dill, D, D, T. Hard, H. B.
Moore, J. B. § W, B, Willsen, Wm, C.

leason. )
“ mlmum—s. 8. Murry, John Gillen.
Clipe & Gardpes, Felion & Lastley, Jomes
Bleshely, Carr & Strong. /

ALuLnuu.-—-Pelus Miller, Marcos Mil-
Jler, Joseph Wilcox. -

Mr. leu.un'r.— Phillip Sain.
FratrevibLe,—Swepstun & Swepston,

Axe’s MiLr,—J. Bloer,

Buixsinmar's My, —William Tisue,

W
FURNITURE ROOMS
McArraon—E. P. Bothwell. B

-
DRUGGISTS.

MeAxravr.—~G. B. Will.
Haupx,—Davis & Collina,
WixesvicLe.—~Cline & Gardner.

BOOT AN SHOE STORES.
McAxraus.-J. G, Swetland, B, C. Cogswe
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McARTHUR, OHIO,
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S8ELECT POETRY.
A ROSARY,

BY GEURGE W. DE'VEY.

Come, draw your wheel beside me, Jane,
I'll sayme, and you shall spin,

And fzom the burden of my song
A mutusl solece win;

And, though the flame upon our hearth
With sge is waning low,

Beneath the ashes soft and grey
The embers brightly glow’

L

Thus sat we, by the chimvey.place,
When first we joined our hesrts

In bends which ouly true love binds,
Aud only stern Death parts;

Your hand in mine lay fondly then,

| | b
While fore ﬂﬁ"nﬂ?ﬁ:" :Jut the thread
y daopt.

That chord i twisted closer, June,
Few hands are ut the toil—

Our children ply the apindle now,
That winds zﬂ'ectiun's coil!

They are not all around us, June,
Yet still the reel turns on,

And lengthens out the tins which reach
Wherover they Have gone,

In distant fields one leads his team
With jocund Pleanty’s stors;
Auother listips o the wheel
Where mill streams blightly pour,
And one beside the river stands,
Where freighted arks depart
Upon the ever shifting tde
rom inland to the mart,

-

The other, half a truant, takes
Our bopes acroes the seas,
And fills our heart with trembling fears,
When rude winds shake the trees!
And she, the lasi—ihe fairest one,
‘Who sghares & husband’s toil,
Afar with daring heart encamps,
Oun Californin's soil,—

With these we'll pass the night away—
Reculling bygone hours,

Such memories of our home shall be
A rosary of flowers!

Aud when we tell our seented beads—
Some \“ithered ere the bloom—

Our tears slisll murk the vacsnt place
For those within the tomb,

F

-

From the Boston True Flag,

LOVE'S SACRIFICE :

2 O

1A SATISEACTORY _EXPLANATION,

BY OLIYEROPTIO.

CHAPTER L

661 canno longer struggle against

the current of mislortune,” ex-
daimed Mr, Whiting, & small merch«
ant, who had, by the pressure ol hard
times, become somewhat involved; *]
am ruined!”

“Nay, my husband, do not be dis-
tressed.  Worse calamities than this
might Imppen, and we will make the
best of it,”

“But wile, I must fail; I cannot
sustain myself another day.”

**You have done all you can to avert
the mistortune, and if it must come,
let us not repine, but bear it like Chris.
tians,”

‘I will try to keep calm; but it
seems hard after weatbering the worst
of the storm, to be wrecked in sight ot
land.’

‘Perhaps your creditors will give
you more time,” suggested Mrs. Whit.
ing.

‘I cannot hope it; the note which
comes due to~morrow, and which [ am
ulterly unable to pay, is in the hands
of my biterest enemy.’

*He will not distress you.’

‘I know him well. He is a villain!’

*Who do you mean? ~

‘Baker.’

‘God help us, if he is your creditor!’

‘As near as I can learn, be bought
the note on purpose to perplex me, and
perhaps to obtain his revenge.’

‘Why is be so bitter againet you?

‘Because 1 exposed a swindling ope-
ration, in which he was engaged.’

‘How much is the note, father?’
asked a beautiful, hazel.eyed girl, who
had not before spoken, but who had
been listening with intense interest to
the conversation belween her father
and mother,

*Three thousand dollars, Sarah,’ re-
plied Mr. Whiting, fixing & glance of
anxiely upon the fair 2in.

“Can’t you borrow 1t father?

‘Alas, my child, my credit is very
much impaired. My notes have been
too thick in State Street for me to bor-
row without paying an exorbitant price;
aud that, 1 think, would wrong my
crediwn in case aoything should hap-

n.

‘It is not so very dreadful to fail, is
it, father?"

‘It would be ruinous to me, my
child. 1t 1 could pay this note to-
morrow, I could get along very well,—

I should not bave been embarrassed,
biad it not been fur the failurs of Jones.’
*But | suppose it must be, and we
must content ourselves to live a little
wore closely than we have been ac-
customed to.’

Barah asked no more questions, and
though the conversation was continued
between her Iather and mother, she
scemed to pay no sitention to it, She
sppeared 1o be musing deeply over
80

As the evening advanced, John Bar-
net, & clerk, who had for sume mounths
been aitentive lo Barah, and who, re
port said, was & lavored suitor, made
lis necustomed eveniog visit. ;

Everybody said that John Barpet

was a nice young man, and every way
worlhy of so amiable and beautiful =
wile as Sarah Whiting would nodoubt-
edly make.

If there is anything in smiles and
gentle words, the affection of the young
clerk was warmly reciprocated by Sas
rah, They were not engaged, hows«
ever,though he called at Mr. Whiting’s
house from four to seven nights in &
week.

Mr. Whiting and his wife retired at
an early hour in the evening, leaving
the lovers to *have it out,’

Ace usual, John Baroet begged her Lo
make him bappy by promising to be
his forever. 'Fo his ulter surprise and

;eiéﬁ Ell nﬁ'*e. and enlfe‘md him

to think no more about her. Ol course,
the lover pressed her lor an explana-
tion of this sudden and remarkable
chaoge in her manner towards him,—
But she could not even do this, and
John took his leave, feeling tha! he
had not another friend in the world,
CHAPTER II.

Sarah Whiting bad another suitor in
the person of & wealthy and eccentric
old bachelor, who, alter withstanding
the assaults ol thousands of bright
ayes and bewilching smiles, had laid
his heart at the feet of beautiful hero-
ne. We don’t blame the old fellow
for falling ia love with her, any more
than we blame Sarah for laughing at
him, when he threw bimsell at her
feet and ““popped the question.”

Mr. Ladyke Somerset was not
a very illlooking man, though
he was an old bachelor. True, his
hair was not so black and glossy as it
had been {wenty years before; there was
an occasional iron gray hair, which
looked a little suspicious; yet, when he
began to make his court to the divinity
ol bis dreams, even these disappeared,
and people were malicious enough to
say it was through the influence of a
certain compound applied by the bar-
ber. True, also, there was now and
then & wrinkle in his face, which
some young ladies affect to dislike,

But what of all these things? Old
age is honorable, and the iron gray
hairs and wrinkles did not in the least
mar the kindly expression of his phiz.

He was & very clever fellow, and
though the merry little Sarah Whiting
could not help laughing when he pop-
ped the question to her, she would
very willingly have had jost euch an
uncle, or sewething of that sort. [n
short, sbe liked him, but didn’t lope
him,

Mr, Ladyke Somerset was a firm be-
liever in the ancient verity, that **faint
heart ne’er won fair lady,” and he de-
termined not to faint, or give np the
chase, till he had bagged the game, or
had seen her the wile of another.—
Cousequently he held out all the ins
ducements in his power to engage her
leart in his lavor,

He was not what young ladies call
an *‘old Jool,” for he had sense enough
to feel that he could never gain ihe
victory on the strength of his physical
attributes—his personal beauty,

But be was an amiable man at heart
and trusted solely to the influence of
his moral and meuntal qualities for suc-
cess. They had thus far failed him,
though he still preservered.

Mr. Whiting, readily understanding
whal these aitentions meant, did all in
his power to favor his suit; for he was
an old tashioned man, and placed more
confidence in the power of a good
heart and plenty of money, to make
his daughter happy, than he did in the
more common attributes of youth and
good looks, even though the possessor
of the first named commodity had pas-
sed the meridian of lile,

But Sarah had 8 mind of her own
in these matters, and though she ap-
preciated ber kind father's motives,
she could not think of throwing her
self away on a man of forty, even if he
was an angel.

It was only the afternoon of theday
preceding the conversation we have re-
corded, that Mr. Somerset had paid
ber 8 visil, 4nd renewed his nrotesta-
tions of love to her. She had told
him, lor the twentieth time, “n0.”

When she heard ber father relate
the particulars of his embarrassment,
(he immage ot Mr. Somerset had in-
voluutarily presented itself to her mind.
He was abundantly able Lo assist them
in this emergency, and for the love he
bore her, perhaps he would,

But then if she applied to him, and
he afforded the necessary aid, she
would be under an obligation to him,
which she might find it very incouve-
nient to discharge.

Ruin stured ber father in the lace.—

He had said it was ruin, and she was
oure 1L wag.

What right had she to be selfish and
over-nice, when she had it io her pow-
er to avert the dreadful calamity? Her
father was all-in-all to her, and though
some girls are so sentimental as to sac-
rifice 1ather, mother,home,and [riends,
lor & lover, she would sacrifice a doz-
en lovers forher father alone, to say
uothing of her mother, who was worth
8t least two dogen more.
Let not the reader the pret-
ty Sarab did oot love him upon whom
she smiled—she did: but her bump of
veneration was bigger than that other
hﬂou the back of the head. -
regolution wae lormed, énd

about eleven o’clock the next day, she|
put on her bonnet and walked up (o the|
Reviere House, where Mr. Somerset
boarded, 1
CHAPTER lIL
Mr. Ladyke Somerset was a nabiob, |
and retained s private parlor o which
the obseqious servant conducted Saral|
| Whiling.
‘ OF course the bachelor was reason-
ably astonished at this visit,
*Indeed, Miss Whiting, I am de.
lighted to see you,’ exclaimed be, with
rapturous enthusiam.,
‘1 koew you would be, and that’s the
reason [ came,’ laughed Sarah, and at
the same time ahe blushed so sweatly

Mr. Ladyke Somerset had slmost
issolved i rapture of delight.

‘Ah, my dear Miss Whiting, you
are not always so kind to me as you
are to-day.’

*But I always will be hereafter,’ and
Sarah smiled, though her heart beat
like the bounding of a race horse,
‘Ah, you are so good; and so pretty,
too,'

‘I will save you the trouble of all
these useless adulations by saying that
[ have come to accept your olt-repeat-
ed proposal,'

‘Indeed!’ and the bachelor was taken
‘all aback!” he could hardly believe the
evidence of his own senses.

‘What, sir! Do you recede from
your offer?” said Sarab, laughing with
all her might—a very convenient cloak
for young ladies, sometimes.

‘Uapital joke—eh? and the bachelor
laughed too,

‘%o joke, sir; I am in earnest.’

Sarah looked sober as the matron of
the Orphan Asylum.

‘Nay, nay, my pretty Sarah, do not
make sport ol me.’

‘1 will give you my promise in wri-
ling, with my signature if you desire
it,’

“Is it possible that you mean so?’
said the doubtful Mr. Somerset.

‘Take my hand.’

The bachelor took it, pressed it to
his lips, and began to think himsell
the happiest fellow in the world,

‘L am yours, Mr. Somerset.’

‘Bless you, Sarah.’

‘Oa one condition.’

‘Name it

Sarah recounted the story of her
lather's embarrassment.

*Fill me o1t & check for three thou-
sand dollarg, and [ promise tg become
your wile within one year.’

Mr. Ladyke Somerset mused, He
appeared to be in doubt. He was a
high-souled m 1n, and the idea of buy-
ing the hand of his wife, was, to the
last degree, repugnant to him,

*You hesitate, sir; | know you do
not love me,’ said Sarah, with apparcat
pique.

*On my soul I do! [ agree; bere is
the check,’ replied Mr, Somerset, as
he seated himsell at the table and drew
the check.’

‘Now inclose it in & noleto my fath-
er, saying you heard his trouble from a
mutusl friend, and then beg the privis
lege of loaning him the amount of the
check.’

*And you sacrifice yourself to your
father, my lair Snrah?" said the bach.
elor, as he sealed the note,

| do.?

“You are an angel!”

‘Nay; I must go now.’

Tne check did the business, and
Mr. Whiting was as happy as ever he
was in his life, Baker could” not
sleep that night because he had been
loiled in his revenge.

1o the evening Mr. Somerset called
at the house tosee his future bride.—
She treated him Kindly, and permitted
Ibini to set by her side, hold her work-
basket, sud pick up her thimble when
she dropped it—which was glory en-
ough lor one evening, to one as mode-
rate in his wishes as the bachelor beau
of our heroine,

But about eight o'clock, to Sarah’s
utter consternation, Jobn Barnet paid
bis usual visit. The poor clerk was
sadly distressed, as well he mish; be,
and called to desire an .explanation of
the cool manner in which he had been
dismissed,

The preseace ol Mr. Somerset was
all the explanstion he desired. He
was uneasy; he could not join in the
conversation, and aware that he was
making himsell disagreeable to the

arty, he determined to take his leave,
Eul how could he leave her?

He knew Dilr. Somerset to be one of
the best men in the world, and he res
solved to request an interview with
him on the spot.

The worthy bachelor condescended
to walk down the street a short cistance
with John Barnet, John told him the
whole story; how he loved Sarah, and
bow ne nud every reason to helieve
that Sarah loved him. He was sure
that some unfair advantage had been
taken, sud he wanted the matter ex-
plained.

‘Come back to the house, young
man, and 1 will give you all the satis-
faction yon desire.'

Joha consented,

A few mimnutes sufficed to explain to
Mr. Winting and the discarded lover
the nature of the sacrifice, which the
devoted Sarah had made for ber fath-
er's sake. _

‘Bless you, my child!" exclaimed the
merchapt, his vyes filling wilh tears of

! good natured amile.

love,ashe tenderly embraced his noble-
hearted daughter,

*You understand it now, don't you, |
Mr. Baroet? said the bachelor, with &

1 do, indeed,’ replied Jolin, sorrow-
fully; *she is & noble gicl, and 1 shall
never cease to love her, though she can |
never he mine.

Sarah cast a sad glance at him, and |
her eyes filled with tears.  She never
knew Lill that moment how much she
loved the poor clerk, But it was all
over now—the bright deeams of love
had passed sway and she could never
be happy agaia,

‘What, Sarah! do you recede from
your promuse? aked Mr. Somerset:
‘Nay, I do not, Fabewell Jobn,
farewell forever,” and the poor  girl
sobbed convulsively. -
‘Farewall, Sarah,’ and the clerk
seized s bstand rushed towards the
door,

‘Hallol stop! young man,* exclaimed
Mr, Somerset; ‘don't go off mad. Give
me your hand.”

The bachelortook the clerk's haud.
‘You are a guod fellow; I honoryou,
Your hand, Sarah,’ and Mr. Somerset
took the litte white hand of weeping
maiden and placed it in that of .rnhu
Barnet. *Be happy!’

‘What do you wean, sir?" asked Sa.
rab,bewildered at the actions of the
bachelor,

‘Mean? You love him, don’t yod?
‘With all my soul!’

*Aud you do net love me?'

Sarah began to undersiand.

‘I like you.'

gt bl

*You are his: be happy! You did
not for & moment suppuse 1 could be
$0 mean, as to take the advautage ol
such a noble act of sell-sacrifice, as
you performed to.day? No! I love
you but I will not make you miserable.

Poor Sarah! How happy she was,
and how she pitied poor Mr. Somer.
set, who loved her so much., She
lelt that, if she had never seen John
Barvet, she would have been glad to
be liis, grey and wrinkles to the cou-
trary, notwithstandiog—he was such a
dear, good soul!

‘Be happy, aud that isnt all; when
L die, you shall have half my fortune.’

The bachelor kept his wosd and
though be diun't die of a brokeu heart,
he did not live many years; yet when
he did die, the hand of woman—uf as
true and loving & woman as ever made
home a paradise—smoothed bhisdying
pillow, and closed his eyes in theu
lust sleep; and there were sincere
mourners over g bier,

Pour Mr. Ladyke Somerset! though
he tound not a wile in Sarah W hiting,
hie found a troe friend.

Womuau'y True Beaaly,
Itisa low and degrading idea of
that sex which waa crested to reline
the joys and soften the cares of human-
ity by the most agreeable participa-
lion, to consider them merely as ob-
jecls of sight.  This is abridging them
ol thewr natural extent ol power, to put
them upon a level with their pictures
al Koeller's, How much nobler is the
contemplation of beauty heightened by
virtue, and contmanding olr esteem
and love, while it draws our olserva-
tion! Colors artlully spread upon can-
vas may entertain the eye, but not al-
lect the heart; and she who takes no
care (o add to the natural graces of her
person uny excelling qualities, may be
allowed still to amuse as a picture, but
not to triumph as a beanty. When
Adam is introduced, by Milton, des-
cribing Eve in Paradise, and relating
to the augel the impressioos be felt up-
on seeing ber at her lirst creation, lie
does not represent ber like 8 Grecian
Veuus by her shape of features, but
by the luster of her mind which ghone
in them, and gave them the power of
charming:

“Grace was in all her steps, heav'n in her eye,
Iu el ber gestares dignity and love.”

Innocent Pleasures,

[ bave lived to become sincerely sus-
pictous of the piety of those who do
not love pleasare in any form. [ gan
not trust the man that never laughs,
thatis always sedate, that bas no ap-
pareut outlets for those natural springs
of sportiveness and gayety that are
perennial in the human soul. 1 know
that nature takes her revenge on such
violence. I expect to find secret vices,
malignant.sins, or horrid crimes spring-
ing up in this hotsbed of confined air
and imprisoned space; and, therefore,
it gives me & sincere moral gratificas
tion snywhere, and in any commuaity,
tv see innocent pleasure and popular
amusements resisting the religious big-
olry that Irowus so uowisely upon them.
Anything 1s better than dark, cead, un-
laapgy social lite—a prey (o ennui and
morvld exciement, which results from
unmiiigated puritanism, whose second
crop is usually unbridled license and iu-
famous loily . —Rev. Dr. Bellows.

The light bere is not the true, I
await & better,— Ducis.

Riches amassed 1n haste will di-

minish; but those collected by hand
nr;i little by litle will multiply .—~Go-
ethe.

Euvy pierces more in the restriction

of praises than in the exaggeration of
it eriticisme.—drehilios Poinselt

nnzlnmu ON WEDDINGCANE,

A bachlor editor out weat, who Bad
recelved from the fairhand «f a bride
piece of elegant weddiog caks to dresws
on, thus gives the resilt 'of his exper
Tence;

V7o put it under the head of ouz pil.
low, shiat out eyes sweelly asan iufant
blessed mith an edsy conscients, goon
snored prodigiously., The god of dresms
gently tovched us, end lo! in fancy we
wera married! Neyer wawa littlo editug
so huppy. It was Yy lave,” “dearast,"
'sweelest,'" riugiog in odr ears every
momeat, Oh! that the dream had bro-
kenoff here, Bul no some evil genius put
iuto the head of our ducky to bavesd

¥, 1N
In a Aungrr dream
dinuer, all the p
tived, asid & huge :
frum sight the plate baloreul = =

"My dear,” Baid wa fog
make thig! '

“Yen love, gin't it nice?”’

“Glorious~the best pysad puddiog i
ever tavied io my life,,

“Plum puddiog ducky,” suggested my
wife. F

0, no dearest, bread puddiag, I als
ways was (oad of "em," .

#Cull that bread pudding 1" exclaimed

ay wife, while Ber lips curled slightly
with contewpt,
* Certainly, my dear—rechon I've
had enough at the Sherwood hovse te
know bresd pudding my love, by all
means.”

“Husband this i really tov bad—
plumb puddiog iz twice ss hard to make
ai bread puvding and is most expensive
and js o great deal better. | say this
is plum pudding,”" and my preity wife's
brow flashed with excitement,

“My love, my sweet, my dear love,"
axclaimed we, svothiogly, ** do got get
angry, I'm sure it's vary good, if Ita
presd pudding.'

“You wean, low wretch,™ florcely
teplyed my wife in a higher tone, *'yon
hoow it"s plumb pudding® '

“Then a'sm, it's so meanly put td-
gether sud vo Ladly Burded, that the
devil himsell wouldn't know it. 1 tell
you madem most distincly and emphati-
cally mud 1 will not bs contradicied,
thas it is brend puddingand the meanest
kind ut that.”

‘It is plum pudding shrieked sy wife
and she hurled a glawsof clavet in my
face, the glags itsell tapping the claret
{rom my nose"

‘Bread puddiog!” gasped we, pluck
10 (HE 1881 wnd gridping o Yosuted enick-
en by the left leg.

“Plum pudciug rose abore 1be din,
o8 1 Bad o distinct precepiion ol feeling
two plater smash acrosd my head.

“Bread pudding " we groaned fn o
rage 48 the chickew left our hkand, and
fiying with swift wiog scross the table
landed in madam's bosom.

“Plum pudding !" resouuded tha war
cry from the enemy, ns the gravy dish
took u8 where we had been depubiting
the Rrst part of odr dinner, anda plate
of beets landed upoa our white vest.

‘Bread puddin foever,’ shouted wa in
defience, dodging the soup tureen and
falling béneath itscontents.

“Pluth pudding!® yelled the amiable
gpotise, ag noticing our misforiuve, she
deter mined 1o keep us down by piling
upon our heud tha dishes with no geatle
hand. Then in rapid succession fol-
lowed the war cries, “Plum puddiog!”
ghe shriehed with every dish,

“Bread pudding!” insmothered tones
came up from the reply. Then it was
“plum pudding” in rapid succession the
last cry growieg feebler; till just anl
can distidetly recollect, it bad grown
ton whisper. * Plum puddingl" resoun-
ded like thunder, followed by & tremen-
idous crash, ss my wile leaped upon the
pile with her delicate feer, and com-
menced jumpiog vp and down—when,
thank Haven, we awoke acd thus saved
out life, We shall never dream on
wedding cakeagains=that's tha mozal,

ARAB ODITIES

An Arab, eiitering a house, remoyes
his shoes, but not hishat, He mounts
his horse upon the right side, while his
wile milk their cows upon the left
side. With him; the point of a pin is
its head, while its head is made ils
heel. His head must be wrapped up
warm, even in summer, while his feel
may well e go vaked in winter.
Every article of merchandise which s
liquid he weighs, but measares wheat;
barley and a few other srticles. He
reads and writes from right (o left, bat
figures are read from Ieft toright. He
eats almost nothing al Lreakfast, about
a8 much for dianer, but alter the work
of the day it done, sils down (o & hot
meal swistthing inoil, or; better ’
boiled butter. His sous eat with him;
but the femaled of tlié house wait till
his lordshlp s dote. He rides his
donkey when ln\'elingf, hiv wite walk-
ing bebind. He laughs at the idea of
walkiog io the street with his

wileil
ol ever vacating his seat for a w

He knowsno use lor chairs, ¢
kuives, or even spoonr, unlzgs they re
wooden ones. M"Se}mldu, hln’nw;
and tice places mLtg;p'uc in iltua: '
Eglegoryt. ill he 'l_nh:ttiu he does
is work sitt | sing his
toes Lo hqumc 1 Mg P
gaged upon. Drioks cold water like
8 sponge, but never bathes in it, unless
bis home be on the ses-slhore. Is
rarely seen drunk—too speaks
the truth—is deficient ih ; for
his Kindred—has hutle clici and no
imitation—no wish 18 ve his
with the comlots of fife, ' wa




